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Sir WiL Why then belike thou do'st not know thy lady,
if thou see'st her, ha friend? Foot. Why truly, Sir, I cannot safely swear to her face
in a morning, before she is dress'd. 5Tis like I may
give a shrewd guess at her by this time. Sir WiL Well, prithee try what thou canst do; if thou
canst not guess, enquire her out, do'st hear, fellow?
And tell her, her nephew, Sir Wilfull Witwoud, is in
the house. Foot. I shall, Sir. Sir WiL Hold ye, hear me, friend; a word with you in
your ear, prithee who are these gallants ? Foot, Really, Sir, I can't tell5 here come so many here,
'tis hard to know 5em all.
ACT III, SCENE 15
SIR WILFULL WITWOUD, PETULANT, WITWOUD, MRS MARWOOD
Sir WiL Oons, this fellow knows less than a starling; I
don't think a'knows his own name. Mrs Mar. Mr Witwoud, your brother is not behind hand
in forgetfalness - I fancy he has forgot you too. Wit. I hope so - the Devil take him that remembers first,
I say.
Sir WiL Save you, gentlemen and lady. Mrs Mar. For shame, Mr Witwoud; why don't you speak
to him ? - And you. Sir. Wit. Petulant speak. Pet. And you, Sir.
Sir WiL No offence, I hope,                  [Salutes Marwood.
Mrs Mar. No sure, Sir. Wit. This is a vile dog, I see that already. No offence!
Ha, ha, ha, to him; to him, Petulant, smoke him. Pet. It seems as if you had come a journey, Sir; hem,
hem.                                                [Surveying him round.